THE  GREATEST MAN  SINCE JESUS CHRIST
than five per cent of the Indian people were involved in the
riots and, less than ten per cent of India's territory, and
through those dreadful days, through the vast range of
Indian life, Moslems and Hindus lived peacefully side by
side. And secondly, my belief that it was by Gandhi's own
personal presence and influence at those places where the
fire was burning the fiercest, that it was straightway extin-
guished! When I was in Delhi, tension was everywhere in
the air, but everybody agreed, Moslem and Hindu alike,
men great and men humble, that it was the presence of
Gandhi that had brought peace to that great city which a
few days before had witnessed the massacre of thousands of
people in the public streets. Gandhi came to Delhi, thus
stricken, bleeding and frightened, and as Jesus calmed the
storm on the sea of Galilee, so Gandhi calmed and ended
this storm of hate and madness.
And now he is dead. When his last breath had passed
from his body, the newspapers tell us that his grand-
daughter, in whose arms he died, came to the reporters and
said, 'Bapu' (a word meaning little father'), *Bapu is
finished'. As I read that pathetic phrase, I thought ins-
tantly of the last words of Jesus as recorded in the New
Testament, when he said upon the cross, It is finished/
But as Jesus .came to his own only after the fell moment
of his death and has lived serene and potent in the hearts
of unnumbered millions to our own time, so Gandhi will
live and assert his magic influence upon the souls and hearts
of men forever. For us, however, it is finished. That
ineffable presence, that sweetest of all smiles, those eyes
that had depths of beauty like visions of the eternal, that
infinite tenderness and grace, that lovely hospitality of
friendship, it is all gone with the frail and feeble body that
feel beneath the shot of the assassin's pistol.
When the news suddenly and terribly came to me, I was
seized by such an unexpected convulsion of emotion that I
was frightened. And all that day I wept for Gandhi in my
I could think of nothing but the great funeral pyre,
3S5